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a magazine of prose poetry and art

Fourth Season
Wintertime is children’s time of year!
Not Spring.

Spring’s too full of tangled things

too full of brimming longings and near-tears
. oote e.

to be anytime but young love’s time.
Winter’s such a simple time of year.
There’s snow and wind and trees and sky
and that’s all.
The snow sifts everywhere
soft and drifting as dreams of innocence
and as kind.
So gently does it cover over evil and dark things
dark and jagged things
things black and cutting in the night
that the whole gashed and wrinkled world
is cream-smocth and bubble-shiny
as a Christmas ball.
The wind goes wandering, singing thinly, down the forest lanes
racketing past a picket fence of poplars
whooping gleefully over the open fields
and so on home again
to play with a rattling screen door.
The tres stand in awkward little crowds, raw as new colts
and reach up clutching greedy fingers
to catch a star-diamond just out of reach
and twist in angry tantrum
that the moon’s so far away
so quite beyond them.
The sky’s a changeling thing!

Therese Gets

one day wide gleaming laughing lupin-blue
then full of drifting clouds like chips of dreams
or lonely mournful gray
as woeful as a child’s lost, wondering eyes
when first he looks at life
and sees the pain of it.
Winter is snow and wind and trees and sky
and ice glass-smooth and shimmering

and snowmen and sleds
and children’s laughter

clear as morning bells...

a magazine of prose poetry and art
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Incidentally

We were extremely pleased by your response to the Fall issue of the EXPONENT.
As you can see, we were encouraged to try it again.
“Unmistakably winter” would describe this, our second effort. On the following
pages, you will meet with several views of winter. You will find winter that
brings everyday joy and winter that brings unexpected tragedy. You will also
see a winter of daily inconveniences and some laughter.
Winter is a particularly invigorating time of the year. It makes you want to put
your shoulder to the wheel, do things—like making resolutions you know you
won't keep; coming back to school after Christmas vacation; taking final exams;
taking the same courses over next semester. Or maybe you've tried winter
sports, and felt that indescribable feeling you can only feel when muscles you
haven't used in years suddenly wake up and wonder what you're doing to them.
If you are in this condition, we invite you to take it easy and enjoy the winter
EXPONENT.
We have begun 1961 by ringing in both the old and the new. (This is usual
procedure for us.) Mary Mattingly offers another vignette Black Crosses. We
think it is one of her best. Also with us again is Therese Geis whose three
contributions of poetry are in keeping with the unusually high quality of all her
work. We ask you to pay particular attention to Suscipe. You'll also enjoy Fourth
Season, a refreshing new concept of winter.
Many of you have commented on the verses by O’kane in the Fall issue, so he
has written another purely out of spite.
Brother Michael Morris, S.M., is with us again, and he’s brought a friend, Brother
Vincent Habjan, S.M. Their poems are strikingly different, but both are thoughtprovoking.
“Revenge is mine,” saith Jim Bloomer, who describes his Epic of the Fountain

i. Veshens,

Lunch as “strictly doggerel.” But he adds that he thinks he has captured a popular mood. Enough said.
Mary Altick, familiar to some through another medium of expression: the UD
Players, joins the ranks of EXPONENT contributors with a comfortable poem,
Freedom.
Harriet Ammann has given EXPONENT readers of the past few years work of
such high caliber, both poetry and prose, that she can be considered an asset
to any publication. For those of you who are relatively new on the campus, you
will see what we mean when you read The House of Mirrors.
In the field of short stories, we have two that are directly opposite. Jim Cain’s
The Last Drive is a sensitive tale of common childhood dreams with an uncommonly tragic ending. Michael Guard's All Ice in Plunderland may stir up emphatic
feeling in you (whatever that means), and it is guaranteed to make you laugh.
Survivors and New Arrivers survived the last issue, and arrives again with more
reviews of the timely and the timeless.
In keeping with the adventurous spirit of the new year, EXPONENT has set out
on several new paths. First of all,Concept brings you two sides of a controversy:
traditional versus abstract art. The guest artists are both established and widely
recognized artists and instructors at the Dayton Art Institute. You can credit our

versatile art director with the next find: a feature article prepared by William

Buvinger of the Dayton Planetarium on the Star of Bethlehem that may surprise
you as to the relationship between science and religion.

Lastly, as we promised, we have the winning solution to the Jason Craw mystery.
We enjoyed reading the entries, and hope the contest awakened a new interest

the EXPONENT. A list of the winners and the solution appears in this issue.
Well, hope you enjoy it. See you in the spring.

MR. BLUE
by MYLES CONNOLLY
MacMillan and Company, 1928
Author Connolly records that in 1928, when

characteristic of Blue. He was happy, even liv-

Mr. Blue first made his appearance, the critics
who bother to review the book almost without
exception found him dull and false. There was
somewhat of a unanimous boo for Blue. In

ing with poverty in neighborhoods that depress social workers.
Blue was a magnificent creation: part hermit, part mendicant friar, part troubadour. And

one year only seventy copies of the book were

the story Connolly tells is so alive and natural
in description and detail that it might be a bio-

soid- Which goes to show how little the critics
and the public knew.
What more could anyone have asked from
a book? Here is a story superb enough to be
that of St. Francis, modern enough to be that
of your neighbor.

The man who went by the name of J. Blue

graphy, so incredible that it must be a fantasy.
Some of that group of seventy must have seen
this, for Connolly says that the next year,
when Mr. Blue by all accounts should have
been dead and forgotten, he suddenly was reborn. And once reborn, he did not release his

is probobly the strangest you will ever meet

grip on the soul of the world.

in reality or in fiction. He is a mystic, but not
the Greenwich Village-Rasputin type we hear

Mr. Blue is more than a story that hangs
somewhere between truth and fantasy, it is

of today. He glorified in flying kites (which

a plan for life that unfortunately is too grand,

may be why reviewers told him to go fly one),

too heroic to be followed. It is a standard for

and he loved listening to wild, militant brass

measurement. It is also a tragedy.

band music. He squandered a fortune of two

Of all the writing that the raucous, tin

million dollars; many men have probably spent

decade of the 20’s produced, this little book

their money more wisely, but none has ever

will probably prove the most enduring.

disposed of it more happily. Happiness was

TOO LATE THE PHALROPE

urvivorss IW ‘and
Reviews of the

by ALAN PATON
Charles Scribner Sons, 1953
and the Worthy
This powerful novel, which concerns the Apar-

his wife, his superiors and his friends, he is

theit policy of South Africa, is as timely now

consumed by his dark passion for a young Negro

in this period of racial tension, as it was when

woman. He is inevitably discovered and his life

it was written.
Alan Paton knows well the beauties and evils

and family torn apart, physically and spiritually,
and scattered. At last, after suffering the an-

of his native land-

He knows well the iron

guish of being cut off from all he had loved and

strength of will and conscience which is the

known, Pieter can rise above the darkness of
his mind. He is saved from himself, but he is

weakness of his people, and which caused them
to make the iron laws against which no man
can prevail.

With almost poetic compassion, Paton tells the
story of one man who is caught and crushed
utterly in the machinations of these wills and
laws.

Pieter van Vlaanderen is a young, respected,
police lieutenant in a small South African com-

munity. He is admired and loved by his family
and friends, who cannot understand his dark
moods. To the native community he is almost
a god. However, despite his own efforts to save

himself, despite his efforts to seek help from

first destroyed.

3

This book is terrifying, for the reader finds
himself reflected in myriad ways in the doubts
and fears and struggles of all concerned in the

tragedy. However, he will, by this very reflection, come to an understanding of the mind of
-

the South Africans, who have been much censored for their racial policy of late. The reader
will undoubtedly still censor, just as Paton does,

but he will know better the reason for censure.
He will also have experienced a story of extraordinary compassion and sensitivity. He will certainly agree that this is a book to read and
read again.

the
LAST
drive
Clearer than anything else that happened
in my youth, I remember the events of a certain winters day. It was the day of the blizzard and the day Mike Patterson died.
The blizzard began unexpectedly on a Friday
morning and lasted until Saturday morning.
There had been prior snow in the beginnings of
winter, in fact it had snowed on Wednesday,
But Wednesday’s snow had been only light and
by Friday morning all of our sledding hills were
bare. Then the blizzard began.

It started with a few spare flurries early
in the morning and by noon had developed into
a full-fledged storm. My mother, who had been
very anxious to get me out of the house, then
sent my father looking for me. And I went
home for the night:
The next morning I rushed to the window
to see what the world looked like. It was won-

derful. There was more snow on the ground
than I had ever seen in my life. Not a track
or mark in sight, just as though someone had

placed a soft, white blanket over the world
and it was raised in spots and lowered in others.
I couldn’t wait to go outside and see what
changes the blizzard had brought to my world,

Illustration by George Villani

THIS IS WHERE A MAKE-BELIEVE WORLD
CRUMBLED LIKE A SNOW DRIFT.....

a world that extended from the street I lived

/ by Jim Cain

on, through my back yard and one block over

game we were sometimes able to make it across
the creek sliding upright on our feet.

to the creek and the small woods that followed
its wandering path. Breakfast was eaten only

became tired of the game and began to plow

But, as we did at that age, Mike and [

to keep peace with my parents and immediately

through the snow, north along the creek bed.

afterwards I bundled up and went exploring.

Young imaginations,

Mike Patterson met me on my way to the
woods. He too had been unable to stay indoors
and resist the call to expiore this new thing

however,

kept us

from

walking for long. We were still going the same
way, but we no longer were small boys in the
snow, we were Big game hunters in search of

that was here for us to experience. Mike and
I had lived in the same neighborhood all our
lives and had been friends almost as long. Both

ferent side of the creek bed. We knew the killer

of us were eight years old this morning we

was ahead, but just how far we didn’t know.

met the blizzard. Mike died that day.
Stumbling and sliding through snow that
was waist deep to us, Mike and I made our
way down a small hill to the banks of the
creek. The usually small stream was even smaller now. Except for small, open patches of black
water, the blanket of snow rolled down the hill
and up the other bank, unbroken.

a deadly killer Kodiak bear.
We split up, Mike and I, each taking a dif-

The sun was gone now and a wind that blew

in gusts accompanied us up the narrow, twisting, winding, bed of the stream, From time to
time I checked my rifle to be sure it was ready

for action. Many a hunter has been lost in these
parts due to his rifle freezing up in the frigid
arctic air at just the crucial moment. The light

down across the ice, ended in a heap if a drift
on the opposite side- It was fun and so I went

was dim, as it always is during these days of
the midnight sun when it never gets dark, just
dim. I glanced over at Mike and he gave me
a tight smile. I could tell he was tense. The

and tried it again. Soon Mike and I had a

tension was mounting with every step we took.

regular slide going and before we tired of the

Then we rounded a turn and Mike yelled. There

I started down the hill and slipping, shot
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he was—a monster bear—towering far, far over
us, drooling like running water. His roars shook
the ground and he dropped to all fours to charge
us. We both threw our selves on the ground and
began to fire at him. Then he dropped.
We brushed the snow from us and continued

ing on. Mike and White Fury were the same,
Up, down, over, and up, down and over the
hills we drove the cattle. Then came the cliffs

Mike rode the dangerous position of point down
the trail. Down, down, down it stretched, into
the mists from the mighty river. I stayed be-

wind was no bother to us. We crossed a road

hind to keep them moving.
Mike’s voice rose to me as he talked sooth-

on our way. The sun had gone, but the little
and came to where our creek joined a larger

ingly to his horse. Down the narrow path they

one. The larger stream wound around the base

tread, cautiously. Then White Fury slipped. Off

of our sledding hill. This hill sloped up ahead

the path they shot, sliding down, down, into

of us like a loading ramp for giants, to drop

the wild brush at the base of the wall of rock.

steeply away on the opposite side. One part of

Urging the cattle on ahead, I rode recklessly
down to his aid. He was fine, both he and his

the hill was a great cliff face. It was the highest we had ever seen, falling away for thousands

horse had survived the fall in good shape. But

of feet below us, or soaring up into the clouds

another hardship was ahead. We were faced

when we stood at the base. To climb one of
the cattle paths that went up its face to scale

with a cliff trail that had to be ascended. We

the Matterhorn.

We had crossed the brief stretch of prairie
and now held the herd, looking at the country
ahead. Dark, forbidding forests faced us. And
the forests were on the sides of steep, wild
hills) Beyond them was the sheer faces of several of the most treacherous cliffs we had ever
seen. The snow was thickening into a blizzard
now, but we knew we had to push on. We had

put our mounts to the chore.
The

mountains

passed,

the

great

prairie

crossed we put the cattle to the river crossing.
Here the mighty river was at its widest. Here

also was the crossing, a great oak that had
fallen into the water and whose branches made

a bridge across. Herding the cattle onto the
tree was a problem. Just when we had them
all on, a group broke away and ran back towards

the prairie. Mike started across while I turned

to get the great herd across the mountains and

Thunder Chief after the runaway group. I had

down into the prairie beyond. And after cross-

caught them when..

ing the broad prairie, also in the grip of the
worst winter ever, there was the dangerous

“Johnny, help!”
I turned around and saw that Mike had

crossing of the Comanche River to face before

slipped from the tree and fallen into the water.

we reached Kansas and the market.

The creek was very deep at this point because
after the tree had fallen the water had to get

We knew it was crazy to begin a winter
drive, but with Mary and the kids freezing and

starving in Texas after the war, we had to
get money. So me and my partner Mike had

around and under it.
“Johnny, I can’t stay up!”

I ran to the tree and out to where Mike had

rounded up a herd of three thousand cattle and

fallen in. He didn’t come to the surface.

were taking them to market. It had been a hard
trip to now, but the worst was yet to come.

“Mike, Mike,” I shouted. But the weight
of his clothes had pulled him down into the

Wearily I looked at Mike, who sighed and turned

snorled branches of the tree. “Mike, come up.

his white stallion to put the herd on the move,
I watched him go for a minute, then turned my

Mike, please,’ I pleaded: I became frantic, ran

black stallion, Thunder Chief, in the opposite

from the tree and looked for help that wasn’t
there. Then back onto the tree and yelled again,

direction. Three thousand cattle, all wild, were

crying now, “Mike, please come up, Mike please,

a mighty chore for two men to handle.
Getting the herd moving was no problem,

Mike, Mike, please, Mike... .”

keeping them going in the right direction was.

father found me wandering,

My horse was tired,, but had a fighting heart.

home. I had gotten wet somehow, and was just

Here and there he dashed, often slipping and
falling in the snow, but always rising and forg-

moving along sobbing over and over, ‘Mike,
Mike, please Mike don’t stay down, Mike come
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How long I stood there I don’t know. My
crying,

towards

”

up. Mike...
They found Mike, tangled in the submerged
branches,

dead. He was buried several days

later, but I didn’t attend his funeral. I almost
joined Mike, for I was in the hospital for a

notes
gathered on a rainy walk

long time with pneumonia.
I never could bring myself to play cowboys
again.
Last year, my wife, my son and I went to

it’s raining

my hometown to my parents’ wedding anniver-

and

sary. While we were there, I took them, Joan

the

and John Jr., out to the old sledding hill. The
stream was still there, but the years had shrunk

water
runs

it, not only to my eyes, but in reality. The cliff

over

still towered, but not the thousands of feet I
recalled, instead the thirty odd feet it had al-

the
curb

ways been. The hill was still as steep for sled-

and

ding as it has been then. I stood at the crest
of the hill and looked at the bend of the creek
where the oak had made the deep pond. But

into
the

the oak was gone, and with it the deep pond.

gutter
taking with it the leaves of summer

Some strong flood had swept away the tree and

dead

filled the hole with sand. Now in place of the

splash

treacherous spot I remembered, there was a

slosh

wide bend that was mostly sand and gravel.

wet wet wet

I felt drawn to the spot.

i walk down the wet street

“Dear, is anything wrong?’ my wife questioned.

the rain
is going

“No, nothing.”
“You looked as though your ulcers were acting up.”
“Yeah, dad,” John chimed in, “you look bad.”
I smiled at him, then looked at Joan. “Remember me telling you about Mike Patterson—

down
my
collar
dear and i don’t
quite
dig

the guy I used to play with when I was a kid?”
“The one that drowned when you were playing cowboys ?”

walking
in the rain
so experiences be damned

“Yeah. Well this is where it happened.”

im going home

“Here? But it isn’t deep here.”

sit by the fireplace

“The tree must have been washed away and

and
just
drink drink drink

the hole filled.”
“Oh. Were you thinking about him?”
“Uh huh.”
“Still a bad memory?”
“No, not really. Let’s go.”
And we left, my wife, son and I—left the

place where the last great cattle drive that had
come north out of Brown’s woods had met with
disaster and death.

get warm warm warm
and
if you don’t know enough to stay in
then stay out

THIS IS SO FUNNY... IT HURTS !

an ICE in Plunderland
Some universities are a tradition; some are
an education; some are groups of buildings.
Yahoo University is a list of grievances.
Any time of the year is bad enough here,

ball team. And when they speak of higher
learning, they mean they’ve raised the tuition
again.
The University is supported by the Office

but, come winter, it gets to be unbelievable. You

of the Buildings and the Grounds: It is the

might just as well plan on staying in the Dorm

mainstay, the financial backbone of Yahoo U.
Some time ago, the students of Yahoo had

until the Spring thaw.
This winter was a typical one. It began to

nicknamed it “Plunderland.”’ The name now was

snow around the first week of December. By

used primarily in speaking of this department.

the time it stopped snowing there was a beau-

It was extremely difficult to do anything on
the campus that would not earn youatraffic
violation. The revenue accrued from said vio-

tiful six-inch cover over the alternate patches
of crabgrass and mud that serve as a campus
for Yahoo. The next day, there was one lone

lations was a staggering sum listed in the an-

stretch of pavement that was not only clear,

nual financial report as “donations from anony-

but dry as well. You would have sworn that
it snowed everywhere but on that sidewalk.

mous benefactors.”

It was the one that led from the Office of

eral ‘anonymous benefactors,” of which I was

the Department of the Buildings and Grounds

one, had gathered in my room to decide whether

to the Administration and Staff coffee room.

it would be worth the effort to go to classes

Before

you

the next day. One of our brethren, X Smith,

in about Yahoo. You won’t believe it, but this

was missing; and we couldn’t proceed without

place has less professors than President Kennedy’s cabinet, and a darned sight worse foot-

him. It was X who thought up the schemes,
and who saw them through. He was the leader
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I

go

any

further,

let

me

fill

Well, the evening of the day it snowed, sev-

thrown his coat on. But I’m the genial sort,
so I just let it go.
‘Where’ve you been, X,” I genially asked.
“Out looking around. Conditions are none
too good. I almost stopped over at the laundry
to tell them to look out of the window, and
inform themselves what the color white looks
like. I don’t know how they come up with that
dingy grey. Well, anyway, here we go again—
another hard season.”

“T’ve been here so long,” Alf said, “I’m
almost used to it.”
“Alf, nobody ever gets used to it,” I informed him. “All that blasted snow, then all
that blasted slush, then — worst of all — that
blasted ice.
We have to take precautionary
measures

this

year.

My

insurance

company

wouldn’t renew my policy, says I’m a bad risk.”
“Gee, guys,” Alf ventured, ‘Why don’t we
buy some rock salt?”
“Whaddya mean,” I burst out, “It’s not our
fault the ice is on the sidewalks. We’re paying

by Michael Guard

enough to get a little bit of service. Besides
Klipp would have our hides for defacing the
grounds or some such trumped up charge.”
“Harvey I. Klipp, venerable director of the
Office of the Buildings and the Grounds,” X

of his fellow students, the molder of our des-

snorted.

tinies; in short he was the Con Man of the
Senior Class.
Funny thing about X, his

mock affection.

“Good old Clipper,’ Bill Randall added in

parents had never named him. They were the

“Well, getting down to business,” X assumed

modern type, he had explained, and they had

a quick, the-wheels-are-turning tone, ‘‘we’ve
got to work fast. Now, the way I have it

not wanted to bridle him with a name he might
not go for. According to this modern plan, when

figured, within five days, most of the snow—at

the lad grew up he would choose his own name.
Well, when X grew up, he didn’t see why he

least on the black-top, sidewalks, and dirt pathways—will have partially melted and turned to

should assume his parents’ responsibilities. So
he continued to be known to his friends as XAlf Stattery, a big football-player-type with

slush.

Within a week or so the whole mess

will have turned to ice. I’ve got to think of

barely enough intelligence to get by, had taken

something.”
We weren’t worried; X would come up with

a post at the window.
“Hey, here comes Smith,” he now announced.

something. He always did. I can still remember
his first encounter with the hired mercenaries

“No, wait a minute . .. he disappeared into a

who guard the highways and byways of Yahoo:
the first day he set foot on Y.U..’s campus, or

snowdrift . . . Now he’s out in the clear again.”
He remained at his post, giving us the step-

rather—since it was during the late summer

by-step progress of X Smith.
“Well, the Abominable Snowman,” one of

rainy season—sunk foot into the campus. If

the guys remarked as X entered, stomping snow

even sunk foot into the campus; he was still

off as he came. He looked all the more abominable to me because it was my bunk he had

in his car when he was apprehended.
Officer Lothar Yerg, local rent-a-cop, had

you want to be technical about it, he hadn’t
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parked his car and was standing a few feet

and besides that, the boys were having fun;
he kept them off the streets at any rate, Their

from it. (His specialty, a naked-eye speed-trap.
)
I was on the other side of the car, letting the

biggest kick came in the winter. Kids always

air out of his tires, so I heard the whole thing.
“Ali right, buddy, what’s your name,” Yerg

manage to have fun in the winter, and these
kids loved throwing snowballs at Officer Yerg-

had snarled in his best imitation of Matt Dillon.
“X Smith,” X had replied, probably thinking he had just enrolled in a real friendly

watching from one of his favorite vantage points.
The kids saw him and got the idea of build-

school.

Once Yerg had fallen asleep at the wheel while

“What’s the X stand for?”

ing a snowcar—you know, like a snowman, only
it’s a car. They started out with the real ob-

“Nothing.”

ject, Yerg’s car, and began packing snow around

“Look bud, don’t get funny. Nobody has a

name like that.”
“Well,it so happens that I have. And what,
pray tell, is your name?”

“Officer Lothar Yerg.”’
“You’re kidding. Nobody could have a name

like that.”
“Just what’s wrong with it?” Yerg sounded
both indignant and offended.
“Oh, nothing,” X almost choked on the words.
“Anyway, you were speeding.”

“What! How do you figure that?’

it. They were coming along pretty well when
Yerg woke up and saw what they were doing.
You know, that man doesn’t have much of a
sense of humor, and I don’t think he likes kids.
Besides this little army, X also had the guys in
the chemistry lab working on something, but
I think they decided the world wasn’t ready
yet.
No, there was no doubt about X’s resourcefulness. He would hit on something to solve
our problem.
“Up until now,” he now said, ‘‘we’ve been

“I saw you coming, and you were going

concentrating our attack on Yerg and the rent-

over the speed limit. The speed limit is 15
miles an hour. You were going a good 18.”

a-cops. They’re just pawns; Klipp is the rook.
We've got to get him. We’ll just ice-skate to

“Oh, you saw me. Just looked at me and
could tell I was going 18 miles an hour.”
“That’s right,” Yerg had started writing out

a ticket. “Besides that, you don’t have the identification tag on your windshield. Can’t park
on campus without one’ He had written out
another ticket.
“Look, Officer Jerk.”

“Yerg.”
“Yerg,”’ X had corrected himself, “I haven’t
even been on the campus before. When would
I have gotten an identification tag?”
“Sorry, boy. That’s our policy.” He handed
the tickets to X. “Welcome to Yahoo.”

class until the opportunity presents itself.”
The ice skating did not prove too effective.
You can fall when skating just as easily as
when walking, if not more easily. And the ice
was anything but smooth, especially in spots
where it had melted and formed puddles. I
must confess that our faith in X began to
be shaken: Then, without warning X exploded
his secret weapon.
A visitor arrived on campus, a man from
some office or the other in Washington, D.C.
His office had been notified, he said, supposedly
by the President of the University that Yahoo
appeared to be qualified to receive funds from

That’s how X first got acquainted with the
B & G (Building and Grounds) department.

his department. They welcomed him with open

There was much enmity between X and that

though the President insisted all the while that

arms—at last, a federal grant for Yahoo, al-

department. They constantly hit him with tick-

he had notified no office of anything. They

ets; he retaliated with harassment. Not think-

were in for a shock. The government agent had

ing it proper for a college student to indulge

come in answer to a letter requesting that the

in petty vandalism, X had trained some of the
little boys from a neighboring grammar school,

university be investigated as a possible recipient of aid from the Relief Fund for Depressed

sort of like Sherlock Holmes’ Baker Street Irregulars. It didn’t do any harm, he theorized,

Areas. The minute we heard about it, we knew
who was responsible.
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The administration took it rather hard. Es-

pecially since the B & G department had treated the visitor with customary courtesy. He had
been given a ticket for parking on campus
without an identification tag. And he had fallen four times on the ice, which still hadn’t
been cleared away. When Harvey Klipp heard
that no aid would be given, he stated that he

could see no reason for disregarding the vio-

EPIC of the fountain lunch

lation. It might have developed into a pretty
ugly mess if the President had not intervened.
There are rumors that Klipp is on his way out.
The ice, after three weeks, still was not
cleared: Conditions were getting worse every

day. Then it happened—X slipped on the ice

Give up food, and fast on water,

and broke his leg.
Alf and I went over to the hospital to see

But don’t eat at Brother Paul’s.

him.
“Gee, X,” Alf said in an attempt to con-

Commentaries on the Gauls,

sole him, “don’t let it bother you. My dad said
they had the same problem when he went to
school here.”
“T didn’t know your father was an alumnus

Chew, for better meals than he serves,

Eat what you can get your hands on.
(Never fall into his hands.)
Judged by taste, his meatless wieners
Must be made of rubber bands.

of Yahoo,” I told Alf.
“He’s not,” was the reply. “But he graduated

As for all his week-old doughnuts

from here. He slipped on the ice once and was

At the rate he charges students
He could live by bread alone.

in the hospital for two weeks.”
“What did he break,” X asked.
“A bottle of gin he was carrying in his hip
pocket.”

“That’s a shame.”
“Oh ... uh, X- You haven’t seen your mail
yet, have you?”

Sandwich buns as hard as stone,

Still, he says, he makes no profit,
Despite the way he scrapes the pan.

Was there ever greater insult
Visited on mortal man?
But for all this, it’s his smugness

“No, why?”

Makes us curse and blue the air

“Well, the Clipper is sending you a bill.”

For we feel the price of learning

“A bill,” X screeched, “a bill for what?”
“TI don’t know how much it will come to,

Far beyond what we can bear.

but it seems that when you slipped on the ice,
you not only broke your leg, but you also broke
part of the sidewalk and part of the wall around
the petunia garden.”
“That crook. He probably needs some money

Jim Bloomer

for the spring planting, the annual rotation of
the trees. And who says crime doesn’t pay?
Well, he won’t get a cent from me. I’m going
to have an awful lot of free time for the next
few weeks, and it will be exclusively devoted
to him. I'll get him yet.”
“That’s the spirit, Same old X. Glad to see

the fall didn't change you any.”
il

In the room
Grandma is
as I approached her frequent couch.

Coffee cups are set openly
on the side table
staining the wood
through the crocheted cushion.
Grandma is on the couch
But the mantle is dull.
I ran into the room

bursting witli something
that
only could be important
to a child.
Half expecting,
secretly relishing,
her sharp words
which would set me

running
on my heels.
I swung around the
half closed
dark wood
sliding
dining door.

The candle had in
its course
run down the flambeau.
It was not-light in
the chamber.
Dad and Mom,
Uncle Ted and Nell
were rushing about.

Get!
Get!
I wandered in the kitchen

with my awning lip.
Mrs. O’Rourke, all the
ladies
were making a potato salad.
Tears for salt,

very much salt.
They soothed my hair
with their hands.

Strands caught in
their callouses
And their heaviness

repulsed me.

I ran back across the
marroon
patterned rug to
Grandma.
I peeped round the door.
Ha, ha!
Uncle Ted and Nell
were gone:
But so was
Gramma.
Slowly I walked in,
fingering the grill-work on
the mantle-piece
as 1 approached her frequent couch.
Pillows still held
her form.
Deep
evenly rounded
curves
Solid and
weathered.
Still slightly warm.
And for some unknown reason
I cried.
Running my hand
over her cushions
not knowing
why
I cried.
She would not come back
I knew
This Grandmother of
my love.
But in the stain of
the table,
the warmness of
her coffee
her summer
ice-cream cone
I have her
will have her
keep her .

always.

Bro. Michael Morris

T he House of Mirrors

Reverie

I had grown weary of that face—

Newborn God-Child,

that veiled inanity

Thou wert wrapped round and bound in swadd-

that mocked me

ling bands.
More than white linen bound Thee in Thy crib:

Grinning
Each time my glance
Encountered glass by chance
And so, to inward chamber of my soul
I crept; thinking there to hide
In danked darkness

Thy love for me.
Divine Princeling,
Kings came in splendor to Thy stable-court;
But Thy first courtiers were country folk
Humble as I.

Of that sunless hole

O mighty God!

the base

What love is this that so doth dread my fear

and clouded face
Of my own dreaded emptiness.

As to disguise in petal-fragile flesh
Infinity!

Thief-like I stole

Infant Saviour,

Through halls of velvet coal

In priestly rite once She who gave Thee flesh

Into my expectation’s gloom

Held Thee, as he who gives Thee wheaten flesh

But to my doom

Doth lift Thee now...

Found light not dark

Dear little Lord,
Take Thou of me this gift most craved by Thee:

White, glazed and stark

The whole surrender of myself to be

glancing
flashing

Thy Bethlehem.

Bright.

Only light.
In flat and silver dashes
endless, repetitious flashes—
and Everywhere
That Face
cast
reflected
hollow
bare
unprotected
grinning
everywhere
From plane to silver plane
I turned
and dashed ’gainst mirrored maze
then whirled—
And heard the laughter
High
single
mocking
laughter

Answering from plane to plane
Reflecting
Turning

Following after
following
after
insane
laughter.

Harriet Ammann

T herese Gets

Her Sword of Love

Suscipe

You summon us dear mother,
To battle at your side

I knew a young monk once.
He used to come and sit among us quiet

With sword of love, that single edge,

and tranquil in his brown habit, his hands

To clean and sweep, divide!

turning the pages of his book, certain and sure.
He walked apart from us somehow—not shy,

Man’s gorging, churning, frothing mind,
Disrupts his inner calm.
You summoned him dear Mother,
To battle at your side.
Wrenched he from you that single edge,

rather as if he kept a tireless watch
to guard in him some secret, nameless place.
He moved so quiet and sure.
His stillness was the depthless calm that broods

By love he’d not abide!

deep in the sea, even as tortured waves
churn wild and foaming on its surface plain.

Sole temper sacred to that blade,

He seemed to tread a road so clear-compassed

He sacrificed for twain.

and charted that he could not fail to find
his way through waste lands or in Stygian nights.

By fire of knowledge ’twas flared anew,
Plunged deep in cold disdain.

Yet he knew how to laugh!

His waving, straining, stilted steel

Great scaled and conquered crags were in his face

Bites on every side.

and in his eyes banked embers ofa fire
fed by some somber, inconsummate fuel.

It sections, slices, opens wide
This world, that it might find
The Lord, the God, the Master,
The Savior of Mankind.
A brittle temper, rank and base,
Lashes out on high.
"Tis met with keen consuming blade,
Shattered in voided cry.

But when he laughed, amused—oh, then! we
laughed

to see the joyous freedom of his joy,
to see the child beyond the man in him!
Then, one day, he was gone.
The waters of our days closed over him
so quietly that at the first his going
left no impress; we scarcely knew him gone.

The deadened, orphaned members,

But when at last we saw, we asked of him

Lie sterile, strewn about.

and where he’d gone. “The monk ? He died last
week.

The slashing sword its double edge,
Had severed life and love.
Oh, rue! Remorse! Despair this lot!
Nay! Whet and to her turn.
This gasping spark within the soul,
She kindles to a purging flame,
To forge anew that Sacred Steel,
For timeless conquest; through her He came.
You summon all dear Mother,
To battle at your side
With Sword of Love, that Single Edge,
To clean and sweep, divide!

Brother V. Habjan

They say he’d lived in almost constant pain.”
I know at last what dear-priced incense fed
the starry altar-fire within his eyes.

Therese Geis

The Siok;
Miracle or phenomenon? Read now this fascinating account of the

of Bethlehem
that heralded man’s greatest promise . . .

Prepared for Exponent by
WILLIAM BUVINGER
Curator of the Dayton Planetarium

We invite you to take a journey backward
through time one thousand, nine hundred and
sixty-eight years. It is the spring of 7 B.C.,
and you are traveling with twelve Zorastrian
high priests to Judea. The entourage is carrying
an assortment of gifts in anticipation of meet-

ing a new leader of the Hebrews. The biggest
question at the moment is whether he will be
as great as Moses, born more than sixteen hundred years before. Everyone, of course, agrees

that he will certainly be noteworthy, for the
gods in the skies have decreed it. Even now,
you are following a sign which they have sent
you, clearly visible to the priests in the heavens.
But what was this heavenly sign?

One of the most fascinating juzzles, and certainly one of the most unsettled, in astronomy
is the explanation of the Star of Bethlehem.
Throughout the ages, man has wondered over
this heavenly phenomenon which heralded the
birth of the Messiah. Because of the profound
effect Christianity has had on the concepts of
man, art, and society in the world, this question
has raised years of speculation and guesswork.

Even with the most recent and thorough research, science can still only say what it may
have been, recognizing that it may well never
be explained by natural causesThere are five possible astronomical explanations, barring the theological ones: a meteor, a
commet, a nova, a conjunction of planets, or
a grouping of planets. The simplest method of
finding the solution would seem to be to check
the ancient records, locate some spectacular occurrence which happened in the year 1 A.D.,

the year of Christ’s birth, and there, obviously,
we would have the answer.

But things are not this simple. It is most
improbable that Christ was born in the year
1 A.D., and even less probably that He was
Illustration by Jim Williamson
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th STAR?
born in December. To gain some insight into

Dionysius Exiguus. Dionysius, in accepting the
statement the

Christ was

born in the 25th

year of the reign of Caesar Augustus, decided
that he was living in the year 533 A.D. Unfortunately, Dionysius made two errors in his reckoning. First, he was not aware that Caesar

Christ's actual birthdate, we can turn to the

Augustus had ruled Rome unofficially for four

Bible. In the second chapter of Matthew, we
read that wise men came, asking, ‘‘Where is he,

years before having himself declared emperor.
Secondly, the concept of zero was not borrowed

who has been born king of the Jews? For we
have seen his star in the east and have come

from the Arabians until several centuries later

to worship him.”
After they had talked to Herod (who had

a year 0 between the year 1 B.C. and 1 AD.
This omission still causes consternation now,

not yet seen the star) they departed and “lo,

for the year 1961 marks only 1960 years from

the star which they had seen in the east went

the beginning of the Christian era.
We already know that Christ was born dur-

before them, till it came to rest over the place
where the child was.”
Reading further, we find all the Roman
population had been ordered to enroll in the
city of its lineage for a world-wide (the Roman
“world’”’) taxation. Joseph, being of the family
David, had traveled to Bethlehem with his ex-

by European man, so Dionysius did not insert

ing the reign of Herod. Flavius Josephus, a
Hebrew historian, tells us that Herod was fatally sick on the date of a partial eclipse of
the moon, observed from Jericho.
The only
eclipse which fits this description happened on
March 13 of the year 4 B.C. Josephus goes on

pectant wife. If we are to accept Luke’s writ-

to say that the feast of the Passover followed

ings, we also know that shepherds were in the
fields tending the flocks when Christ was born.

Herod’s death. Since the Passover began with
the full moon on April 12 of the same year,

Several clues are now evident. December in

we can safely assume that Herod died sometime

Judea is extremely disagreeable, for it is the
middle of the rainy season. The roads two
thousand years ago, and many of them today,

between March and April, and that Christ was

are nearly impassable. Moreover, sheep and livestock are kept sheltered during the rainy per-

could not have been born. In Ankara, Turkey,
an inscription was found on the ruins of an

iod; and the only time shepherds would have

ancient Roman monument that gives a strong

consequently born sometime before 4 B.C.
We now know a date after which Christ

been in the fields at night would have been

clue for a date before which He could not have

during the lambing season—the springtime.

been born. This inscription was found to be a

The date of December 25th as Christmas

list of the three great Roman Taxations that

was probably borrowed from the pagan holi-

took place during the reign of Caesar Augustus.

days in December honoring Saturn for the year’s

The first was in 28 B.C-, the second in 8 B.C.,
and the last in 14 A.D. Unless a serious error
has been made in reckoning time, the first
taxation is far too early for our purposes. The

harvest. This feast of the Saturnalia was a
favorite of the Romans, and the persecuted
Christians could have celebrated Christ’s birth
unnoticed amidst the revelry around them during those days. Many of today’s Christian holidays are celebrated on dates corresponding with
pagan holidays for this same early need for
concealment.

third is much too late, for it took place almost
20 years after the death of Herod.
The second date of 8 B.C. seems most likely.
The imperial tax collectors probably worked
their way through the wide-spread Roman pro-

Thus, Christ was most probably born in the

vinees, traveling by the tedious means of the

spring. But in what year? and why not 1 A.D.?

The custom of dating events from the birth

day. Quite possibly, they did not reach Judea
until 7 B.C. or even later. This corresponds

of Christ began, not with the early Christians,
but with a sixth-century Scythian monk named

closely to the date we arrive at in calculating
Dionysius’ five year error. Certainly, Christ was
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Left:Reproduction of the Bayeux Tapestry depicting
Halley’s Comet at the time of the battle of Hastings
in 1066. Such a bad luck omen would hardly have led
the Magi on a journey.

Right:Halley’s Comet as it

appeared in the twentieth century.

born in the interval between 8 and 4 B.C.
With the date thus narrowed down, we can

chior, and Balthasar.

begin to look for an astronomical phenomenon

the Zoroastrian religion. Several things verify

which occurred within this period. In so doing,

this, but the most supporting is the Biblical

Instead, our wise men were high priests of

we must remember that the ancients were apt

passage, ”- . . we have seen his star in the

to call anything they saw in the sky a “star.”
To them, a comet was a “bearded star,’ a planet

east...” ” and “. . . the star which they had
seen in the east went before them.” Due to a

was a “wandering star,” and a meteor was a

common misinterpretation,

“falling star.” The Old Testament even refers
to the constellations as the “twelve stars.”” With

thought that the Magi saw the star which was
shining in the eastern sky,

this in mind, we can see that any unusual ce-

traveling in an easterly direction. To have done

it was generally
and followed it,

lestial event, if it had occurred at the right

so, the Magi would have had to have been

time, could qualify as the Bethlehem Star.
We can now search through the ancients
records. Halley’s comet was recorded by the

rather remarkable men, for they would have

Chinese in the year 11 B.C. This is still too
early, but it is quite possible that the early

Sea.

historians merely associated the passage of the

that they resided in the east, had been there
when they first saw the star, and then followed
it. Actually, to the Magi, the star appeared in
the western sky.

comet with the birth of Christ, and ignored
the intervening years. Particularly interesting
is the fact that, from the Magi’s vantage point,
the comet would have appeared to pass directly over Bethlehem.
But would the Magi have followed a comet?

had to start somewhere west of Judea, and the
only region that is west is the Meditteranean
Instead, the Biblical passage simply means

The word “magi” is the root for our present
terms “magician” and “magic.” Combined with
astrology, magic was the basic tenet of the

Probably not. And to understand why, let

Zoroastrian religion, At the time of Christ, Zoro-

us digress a moment and discover just who

astrianism was the chief religion of all of Asia
Minor, with the exception of Judea. The Magi

the Magi were. They were not three kings, and
their names were probably not Kaspar, Mel-

were the high priests of this religion, which
19

had its beginning and its stronghold in Persia,
east of Judea.
Early paintings of the Magi picture them
wearing the Persian high priest’s headdresses,

and it was not until the sixth century that
Caesar of Aries referred to them as “kings-”’

lead them on a major journey.
Just as there is no record of a comet during
the interval of 8 to 4 B.C., there is no record
of a nova occurring. A nova is the result of
the atomic disintegration of a star. Part of the
matter collapses entirely so that a cubic inch

Their names seem to have been the work of

of it is estimated to weigh several tons. The

Angellus of Ravena, a ninth century historian.

rest of the star matter is violently expelled, re-

How many wise men were there? We usually

sulting in an extremely brilliant burst of light.
After a relatively short period of time, the

say three, or perhaps four. But in the Eastern
Rite, the traditional number is twelve. The ac-

tual number is still in dispute, although the en-

star dims until it may become altogether lost

tire entourage undoubtedly consisted of several

to the eye.
In 1900, the Nova Persie gained in brilliance

servants, guides, and perhaps even merchants.

50,000 times until it was visible in the daytime

Zoroastorianism was a polytheistic religion,

sky, then faded again, all within about a week.

deeply concerned with the stars and their mean-

The term itself—Nova—is a misnomer, for it

ings for man. It was an ethical outgrowth of

literally means “new star.’”’ Many astronomers

the Babylonian and Assyrian religions, with a

actually believe these outbursts of energy to

heavy emphasis on magic and astrology. By
comparing the positions of the stars and planets

be the death throes of a star.
Such a spectacular vision would certainly

with their positions when a man was born, the

have been visible to all the world. Yet, there

Zoroastorian priest believed he could predict
that man‘s future. This was, of course, the

basis for the present-day pseudo-science of astrology, but more importantly, it points out
that the Zoroastrians were extremely interested
in the stars. Of anyone in the ancient world,
the Magi would certainly have been among the
first to notice anything unusual. We know, for
instance, that Herod had not seen the Bethle-

is no record of one happening in the problematical four-year period of Christ’s birth.
Even if there were records, one week of brilliance would not have been long enough to guide
the Magi. More importantly, the Bethlehem Star
reappeared to the Magi after they left HerodObviously,this was no nova, for once the matter of a star collapses, it can no longer emit

hem Star until the Magi told him of it. At

the same intensity of light.
Whatever the Star of Bethlem was, then,

the same time, the method of logical thinking

it must not have been exceptionally noticeable.

had deeply entered Hebrew thought, and they,

But it must have been extremely uncommon,

too, had little use for heavenly “signs.”
Today, we know that comets are loose ag-

especially to the Magi who read so much mean-

gregations of matter held together by mutual
attraction,

which

travel

in

elongated

orbits

ing into it.

There remains either a conjunction of planets

around the sun. But to the ancients, they were

or a massing of planets.
By a conjunction of planets, we mean that

sure signs of bad luck. The Magi, so reliant
on celestial signs, certainly would not have

one planet is passing the other. Infrequently,
a triple conjunction occurs. In this case one

been tempted to follow Halley’s comet, and
would hardly have ascribed the birth of a new

planet seems to pass another three times in
a row. Such a great conjunction was closely

leader to it.

studied by Kepler in 1603.
Let us take a moment to explain how this

A meteor can be ruled out immediately, for
meteors are merely minute fragments which
strike the earth’s atmosphere and are instantly

is possible.

The

planets normally

appear to

travel from west to east. But when the earth

ignited by the resulting friction. Meteors would

passes one of the outer planets, there is a

have been easily recognized by the Magi- Be-

space of time in which the planet appears to

sides that, a meteor (or falling star) lasts for

move backward, or westward.

only a few seconds and could not possibly have

this same effect while driving. Telephone posts
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(You can notice

These diagrams indicate how a conjunction of planets can occur. Inserts illustrate the view as seen from Earth. Later, the planet Mars joined Saturn and
Jupiter and formed a triangle of planets.

seem to move backwards in relation to the
horizon.) A triple conjunction of Jupiter and
Saturn would occur this way:

First, Jupiter

as the fish is the present-day sign of Christianity. Such an occurence can take place only once
in 805 years. Because it happened in 1617 B.C.,

passes Saturn, then both planets are passed

three years before the birth of Moses, we can

by earth, causing the two planets to appear to

appreciate why the Magi must have expected

move backward. Jupiter, being closer, seems to

a new leader of the Hebrews to come forth.

move backward faster and appears to pass
Saturn the second time. As the earth goes on

know that such an event took place within the

its way, both planets resume their apparent

four-year period in which Christ was probably

Was this, then, the Star of Bethlehem? We

eastward movement, and it seems that Jupiter

born, and we also are fairly sure that the

passes Saturn for a third time.
Here seems to be the answer to our search.
There was such a triple conjunction in the year

Magi were not actually present at Christ’s
birth. Allowing for the long intervals of time
spent traveling by both the Magi and the im-

7 B.C., the dates of each passing being May
more, in February of the following year, Mars

perial tax collectors, along with the five-year
error in our calendars, it does seem likely.
But is it necessary to find an answer to

passed Saturn, and then passed Jupiter in March.
For awhile in February, the planet Mars formed

a miracle in itself? For those readers who are

a triangle with the other two planets, a situa-

more interested in the supernatural than the

tion known as a massing of planets.

scientific, it may be well to consider the fan-

29, September 29, and December 4. Further-

this miracle? For that matter, is not all life

These two events would certainly have sent

tastic forces which must have been at work

the Zoroastrian Magi packing their clothes in
a hurry. But one more thing happened, which

to allow this astronomical event to coincide with
the birth of Christ.

must have caused uproar among the high priests.
The triple conjunction and massing took place

But, then again, perhaps none of the scientific answers are the true solution, and per-

in the constellation Pisces—the Fish. This was

haps the only answer can be found in the words:
“Let there be light.”

the traditional sign of the Hebrew people, just

CONCEPTS IN ART

George Morrison, deeply involved in the “Tenth Street Movement”
of avant garde painters (he usually resides on Tenth Street in New
presents a different sort of challenge. With an imposing
number of exhibitions and awards to his credit, including a Vanderlip
Traveling Scholarship and a Fulbright Scholarship to France, he has

York)

been represented in some of th best collections in the country. His life
is one of constant flux, an attempt to keep abreast of the times and
to find reason within that arena. Concisely, the article he has written
lays the foundation for “abstract” art, shows where it must go,
and why.

1. George Morrison / Abstractionism
At the turn of the century, with the invention of the automobile, aeroplane, and the radio,
also came some radical changes in art: Fauvism,
Surrealism, Cubism, and German Expressionism,

and try to evaluate it for himself. The world
of material thinking is to steeped with materialism and convention, that most people are

to name a few of the schools which have in-

lost in this illusion.
Art, like life, is much more complicated now

fluenced us since then. Kandinsky is credited

—not necessarily better, but infinitely more

with creating the first abstract picture in 1910,
over fifty years ago. And to emphasis that art

with the ever increasingly fantastic speeds in

complex in its meaning and status. At present,

is somewhat ahead of any age, some of the

all areas of communication, with the vast eco-

vast public is only now beginning to hear of

nomic changes, and with sociological growth

Picasso or Klee, even daring to hang reproductions of these artists’ works on their walls. This

(which always affect art trends), even newer
art concepts have evolved in the last decade-

recalls Rembrandt being a daring innovator in

So new are some of these ideas, that some of

his day, refused by his clients and rejected by

them would be difficult to swallow, let alone

his contemporaries.

to take a first bite. Yet, it makes for an exciting gamble—the kind of gamble that art and
artists take; it produces many successes and

The avant-garde of any age will not take
hold for the public at large. Art is at once sim-

ple and complex; in its broadest sense it should
command the intellect and the imagination. It

also involves a colossal number of failures.

is easier to look at a Grandma Moses or at
television, for, in either case, one doesn’t have

expressionism of the middle forties was totally
original—thus bringing America to the fore-

to think. To live in his age, the individual

front of world art. Starting with Pollock, it

should be a part of it, and look upon art and
new ideas with open-mindedness and curiosity,

came about in its total rejection of the past—
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In its general aspects the so-called abstract

abandoning all tradition, even to the technical

Sees

This oil was one of the examples of Morrison’s ability exhibited in New York
this past Christmas

devices of brushes, palettes or easels. About

subject matter: “His works-in-progress are giv-

the same time, other painters were revolution-

ing the new measures, the new mixtures, the

izing the “space’’ ideas that began with Picasso,

new proportions and the new dream, no history,

Mondrian and Kandinsky. Actually, the impres-

just the problem and the individual; as ‘if the

sionists were the first to almost defy the object, in their treatment of sunlight, and shade
increasing the tactile qualities of color, combin-

anne) were realized as a pure experience for the
first time.”

first few sensations we are born with’ (Cez-

ing with this unusual applications of pigment,

In the end product the abstract artist con-

as did Monet or Seurat. Also, Freud (who was
an early impressionist working with the un-

veys the directness of his statement. Never before in the history of art have paintings and

conscious, discovered adjacent to the conscious
a powerful working elusive second mind, and

sculpture,

which is recognized as real) gave impetus to
the ideas of the ‘new’ space. At last—psycho-

such impact. Their starkness, directness and

in their diversity of ‘styles,’ ma-

terials and treatments hit the spectator with

analysis, too, had caught up with art.
The painter revealed his total personality,
and became involved in the painting experience

violence leave him, more often than not, bewildered, sometimes angry, and often indifferent- He need not be . . . appreciation also takes
time; the more experience he gains with all

itself—discovering the facility and strangeness
of the act. Since the object, or subject-matter,

art, the more discriminating he becomes.
Abstract art has been in the being from

intimidated his space and expression, he was

almost the beginning of this century, and it

completely free in the movement, and manipu-

will continue to be so for a long time. In the
meanwhile, other aspects of it will emerge and,

lation of paint; also, reducing the interference

of color harmonies determined by the object,

as it has done already, give birth to new forms

giving color a more personal role. To quote a
painter's recent writing of the problem as the

of the so-called figurative art which has always

existed.

CONCEPTS IN ART

Born in Dayton, Alvin Raffel has spent much of his life traveling
(throughout Europe on bicycle, for instance), studying

(Chicago

Academy of Fine Arts, and the school of the Chicago Art Institute),
teaching (thirteen years at the Dayton Art Institute), and,in general,
building a wealth of cultural knowledge. Asked to write an article on
“realistic” art, he responded by more than exceeding our expectations
with the following essay. Although primarily concerned with art and
the artist, his words are excellent reading for any person involved
with life, for above all else, Mr. Raffel is a man alive. There is a
challenge imposed herein. Witness his first two paragraphs. Then,
savor the whole.

2. Alvin Raffel / Realism
When I was approached to write something

ture. Therefore, to stimulate thought and an

for the Exponent, my first reaction was to de-

interest in all aspects of life, discussions with

cline, since there is rampant today the thought
that artists do not know what they are talking

students often cover a wide range of subjects:
art, nature, peace (or war), music, automo-

about (as they once knew). But why shouldn’t
an artist use words as a secondary means of

biles, philosophy, medicine, ‘“‘space-scapes,” as
well as land and seascapes or anything per-

expression? I therefore ask your indulgence in

taining to flora and fauna, fish or fowl; his-

the following notes and quotes, written and
gathered at random in time and place, both

tory, past and present (and the way we would
like to have it, or make it) ... in fact, any-

here and in Europe

thing that affects man, his endeavors and his

(a diary)

and retrieved

from corners in my studio.
For years, I have been noting trends and
changes (change is not necessarily progress)
in the arts and asking why we cannot have
simplicity with less severity - sensitivity with-

environment, now or in the future. Too often,
in a day of specialization, we overlook the fact
that one man in his time must play various
parts in his pursuit of art.
What, for instance, has medicine to do with

without violence - maturity without senility -

art? Here it gives me a chance to introduce
a “Medicine Man,’ Albert C. Barnes, of “Ar-

action without bedlam - more harmony and less
dissonance - humor without vulgarity - richness

gyrol” fame, and his famous art collection in
Merion, Pennsylvania. Some years ago, I helped

out weakness - strength without ferocity - vigor

without gaudiness and, finally, love without lust

a student friend in Chicago to attend the Barnes

(Hollywood notwithstanding). You probably
have your own preferences.
The great men of art have been philosophers
as well as artists possessing tremendous curiosity, and keen observers of all forms of Na-

Foundation for “a systematic and objective
course of study.” Through him I received first
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hand information on this fabulous private collection (only 400 visitors a week are permitted
to see it now), which I hope to see someday. In

Portrait of Hong J. Choon, executed in1941 at Camp Barkeley, Texas

This later wash drawing entitled “Cockfight” indicates
that ‘realistic art needs only a realistic basis from which
to work

the meantime I can re-read “The Art in Paint-

Of all the sources, Nature, to me, is the

ing” by Albert C- Barnes, in which he states,
“No tradition has ever persisted unchanged and

master, abstractly, realistically and every way,

no sound tradition has ever completely disappeared.” This is very revealing in the light of

monishes, ‘fan artist must possess Nature - be-

art history, past and present.
Consider the following:

for the artist to see and use. As Matisse adcome one with Nature.” Its denial, by anyone,
is pointless. Albrecht Durer, the German master, had a great respect for Nature, stating,

“By experimenting, a painter can throw a

“T hold that Nature is true and that error re-

sponge impregnated with various colors against
a surface, leaving spots upon it which may

sides in the presumptions of men.” Beethoven,

appear like a landscape. It is true also, that
a variety of compositions may be seen in such

in his way, subsisted on Nature, and condenses
it for us in his music, especially those last string
quartets, such as the C sharp minor, Opus 131.

spots, according to the disposition of the mind

What is meant by “Nature?” The definition

with which they are considered. These spots

I like best is this: “The sum total of the forces

can become heads of men, various animals, battles, rocky scenes, oceans, clouds, woods, or

at work throughout the universe.” . . - and God
being the Author.

what have you like. They can be compared to
the sounds of bells, which may seem to say

In the ways of Nature, you may remember
the exquisite effect of the snow, or the morning

whatever we choose to imagine. In the same
manner also, these spots may furnish hints
for compositions though they do not teach us

of January 1st this year. Among other things,
it made me think of Job’s question (38:22),

how to finish any particular part.” This amaz-

snow?” I’m sure this question about these in-

ing concept was written by Leonardo da Vinci
in his “Treatise on Painting’? well over 400

finite hexagon designs called “snowflakes” is

years ago!

“Hast thou entered into the treasure of the

(please turn page)

meant as much for the artist’s consideration
as that of the agriculturist.

and still do. For sheer delight and for poking
fun at laziness, there is “Die Tragheir.” The

I am proving lessons from Nature all the

timelessness, and timeliness, of Bruegel’s work

time (with the hope of some benefit to others)

is again shown in the “Unfaithful Shepherd” (in

whether bicycling thousands of miles in Europe

Philadelphia’s Johnson Collection). There were

or from Miami to Chicago on sketching trips.

those literal and symbolical characters in Brue-

Whether working with stone brick, wood or

gel’s day. They are with us today. Bruegel’s hu-

metal around the 160 year old log house I am

mor is healthy ... his philosphy human. Did
people ever have a better time dancing than

making termite-free. I know I shall have lessons to learn from Nature if, sometime, I should
be privileged to visit my illustrious “cousin,”
Douglas Raffel, retired lawyer, naturalist, author and painter, living in Ceylon. (Wouldn’t

in the “Wedding Dance” (in Detroit). Bruegel’s
predecessor, H. Bosch, or course, creates an imaginative world all his own. His “Garden of Delights” (Prado, Madrid) is a delight to study.

Ceylon, with its natural offerings, intrigue any
artist, cycling or on foot?) Nature was my

These and more are “fun” in painting, but we

teacher when I did it the easy way in a car,
all through the West on two trips out of Chi-

painstaking effort, commonly called work.
Not knowing the nature of the materials

should remember they are the results of much

cago, covering a total of some 17,000 miles back

with which we work is a sad commentary on

in the 30’s. I think travel is important in the
study of Nature, for various reasons. I had

our times. Some contemporary paintings are be-

reason to believe one of my instructors who
suggested to me, “See all you can... draw
and paint all you can. You will find you have
lived all you can in the process.” This gives
me the joy of recording experiences just for

time. In a so-called “throw away” civilization,

the sake of doing.

Since Nature is in “good taste,” the taste
of our time, or anytime, is (or should be) the

artist’s concern, I like to paraphrase Alexander
Pope regarding “poor taste” or the lack of
“the quality of excellence:
“Poor taste is a monster of so frightful mien,

ginning to disintegrate in less than ten years
just where do we stop? Works by Albrecht
Durer, Roger Van Der Weyden, Botticelli, et. al.,

are still in excellent condition after hundreds
of years. This must be one reason why Renoir
cautions, “First of all be a good craftsman;

this will not keep you from being a genius.”
In this “fast age”, we do not see why the
following combination will not work:
Instant coffee or instant tea,
Instant art and dough, re me?
“Proficiency first, then speed,” wrote Leo-

That to be hated, needs but to be seen;

nardo da Vinci, so wisely. Too often we re-

Yet seen too oft, familiar with its face,

verse this order to our own undoing, whether

We first endure, then pity, then embrace.”

studying art or driving a car.

We speak of “having fun” today, even to
the extent of not doing much drawing or paint-

The following profound thoughts expressed
by an equally profound man of our time are

ing unless we can “have fun.” Bosch and Bruegel (to name but two painters) enjoyed their

vital for the artist to consider as well as the

work very much. In Bruegel’s ‘Land of Cock-

living with ignorance and not frustrated by
it- What we do know is just a patch on the

aigne” many things are obtained without labor.
The fences are sausages, the houses are covered

scientist. “Our problem,” he states, “is to be

whole.

with cakes—a roast pig is walking around—

“Both the man of science and the man of

roast chicken is on the plate for “free boarders”

art, live always at the edge of mystery and

and a jug is emptying its contents unaided.

are surrounded by it; both always, as a measure

(As hungry art students in Chicago, Chuck Umlauf and I used to laugh about this imaginary

of their creation, have had to do with the har-

surfeiting.) Look again at Bruegel’s wonderful

with the balance between novelty and synthesis,

drawing, with its lessons on freedom, “Big Fish
Eat Little Fish.’”’ They did it in Bruegel’s day

with the struggle to make partial order in
total chaos. They can in their work, and in
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monization of what is new with what is familiar,

their lives, help themselves, help one another

loneliness, for the community to which he ad-

and help all men.

dresses himself is largely not there; the tra-

“This cannot be an easy life. We shall have
a rugged time of it to keep our minds open,
and to keep them deep, to keep our sense of
beauty and our ability to make it, and our
occasional ability to see it in places remote
and strange and unfamiliar.
“For the artist it is not enough that he

ditions, the culture, the symbols and the history,
the myths and the common experiences, which
it is his function to illuminate, to harmonize,
and to portray, have been dissolved in a changing world. What is new is new not because
it has never been there before, but because
it has changed in quality.”

communicate with others who are expert in

These thoughts of J. Robert Oppenheimer

his own art. Their fellowship, their understanding and their appreciation may encourage him;

should help us to re-examine the direction in

but that is not the end of his work nor its
nature. The artist depends on a common sensi-

new, and our motivations.

bility and culture, on a common meaning of

cessary that we try new and different waysIt all depends on how far we stray from the

symbols, and on a community of experience. He

which we are going, our values both old and

In conclusion, permit me to say it is ne-

need not write, nor paint, nor play for every-

truly beneficial to mankind, as to whether or

one. But his audience must be man; it must
be man and not a specialized set of experts

not our endeavors will have any lasting value.

among his fellows. Today this is very difficult.

It would be good to sense or know that we,
as a civilization, are leaving much to be ad-

Often the artist has an aching sense of great

mired, rather than a lot to be desired.

Freedom

Alone,
Invisible in mirrors,
Broken to pieces by the force of a breeze,

Empty head bowed,
Unprecedented in lonleiness,
I am quite able to do just as I please.
Curled like a cat,
Smiling, satisfied, as if with cream,
Wrapping thoughts in a silky tail about yourself,
Dark eyes opaque,
You are half-dream.

Mary Altick

HERE’S WHAT
HAPPENED
TO JASON!
Hank Prince, living at University Hall, is the happy recipient of ten dollars for

this winning entry, which is almost as improbable as this contest was.

This is the solution to the mystery narrative Please Let Me Down which

appeared in the fall issue of Exponent. This solution is purely theoretical in
nature and cannot possibly be proven. To some people, in fact to many people,
it will be fantastic. But since the narrative is in itself fantastic, what could

be more fitting than an absurd explanation?
To recall in your minds the dissappearance of Jason Craw, I will briefly
point out the important details of the mystery.

Jason Craw was a farmer in the Midwest. Since he was newly settled, his
neighbors helped him build his house and barn. To show his appreciation
Jason and his wife threw a party. About midnight the drinking water in the
house was thoroughly depleted. Jason put on his galoshes, refused a coat,
and went outside toward the well, which was situated two hundred feet from
the house. A few minutes, approximately two, later the guests heard a voice—
Jason’s voice—calling for help. The men ran towards the well but one hun-

dred feet from the house they saw that Jason’s tracks ended abruptly. One
bucket was sunk in the snow. Above the men Jason’s voice was heard. The
men looked up but they saw nothing. The clang of the second bucket was
heard every few seconds. After two hours the men heard Jason’s voice no
longer. The last time they heard his voice it appeared to come from three
hundred feet above them. “What happened to Jason Craw?”
Jason Craw was the victim of a freak time distortion. The present of
Jason’s time became the far distant future. When the party was going on,
just before Jason walked into the future, his farm animals sensed something
strange.

“Jason’s team of horses flicked up their ears and snorted soundlessly . - .
chickens clucked nervously.”
This strangeness was due to the quickly approaching future. When Jason
reached the spot 100 feet from the house the present met the future. He was
in the future thereafter, while the other people were still in the present.

The time that it took the time distortion to elapse was the two and one-half

2nd prize. James Baccus
3rd prize. Patricia McMillan
4th prize. Joy R. Fisher
5th prize. Jim Cain
6th prize. Michael Steverwalt
7th prize. Bro. Michael Morris, S.M.
8th prize. R. J. Affourtit
9th prize. Richard Dale Lovely
TOth prize. Paul Buzzi
Honorable Mention.

William B. Geier for his simple solution, “I did it!”

hours that the others heard Jason. They could hear him but could not see
him, as if an invisible enclosure surrounded him, making him invisible.
The exact spot where the footprints ended, 100 feet from the well in the
present, was I think, a niche in a mine shaft in the future. “It”, the thing
that was holding Jason, is a robot of the future. He screamed because he
(Jason) had never seen a robot previously. The robot picked Jason up and
carried him to the mine elevator. The clanging noise that the other people
heard was the sound of the bucket hitting against the robot’s outer structure.
The robot walked into the elevator and began to ascend to the surface, which
is 300 feet above the surface of the present. This explains why the other people
heard his voice at that height. He was pleading with the robot to release
him. But the robot could not hear him, because the robots of the future were
directed by programmed computers contained in their inner structure. They

could be told when, where, and how to work by programming a different tape,
which is fed into the computer.
At the surface the robots placed Jason against some rock boulders. There
he was guarded by the robot, while the other robots did their work. For a
long time he pleaded with the robot.
“They listened to Jason bawl and plead and pray for nearly two hours.”
One may ask why Jason pleaded for two hours, when he saw that the
robot did not talk. Perhaps the robots were capable of speech by means of
electrical waves, and since they worked in an orderly manner they must have
been capable of communication. They did not talk as people did in the future’s past—the present.
One may also ask why did the robots pick up Jason and take him up the
elevator and finally back to their base. Perhaps their programs commanded
them to bring back any strange object, such as Jason. Or perhaps the head
robot commanded the others to do so by means of electrical waves.
After those two and one-half hours the people no longer heard Jason. Jason
Craw was in the future.
Perhaps this will someday happen to you.
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E« turned off the lights and went to bed.
That had been hours ago, but Peter De-

Vere still sat watching the quivering redness of the winter fire. Einman had dropped

in his office at school that morning to let him
know “what was going on,” as he had put it.
As if he didn’t know what was happening.
As if he didn’t know that Einman himself was
as deeply involved as any of the rest of them,
all of them, working with well-channeled energy
to get him out of the way and make Einman
superintendent of schools. He stuck the poker
between the fire-decayed logs until they sifted
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It had finally happened, as inevitably as he
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had known that it would. And what should he
do? There was really nothing to do but go

—_~

Fe|

cerned, you’ve lost everything but your position, and if they have their way, you’ll soon
loose that, too.”
Too late he had come to realize that this
wasn’t an all-American town, but rather a fossil of a Teutonic sib, preserved intact by some
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freak of history. How he despised the petty
clannishness of them all! As he told Ellen,
living here was like hell, except the population
was smaller.
Things had come to a head. They were not
going to give in, and certainly he had no intention of doing so either, not even after this
afternoon’s walk-out.

home, and Peter DeVere had gone home to
think.
%
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extraordinary, what next? Now that the whole

thing to lose, because as far as they’re con-

ing his echoing footsteps.
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branded you as a condemned man, you have no-

left. After they had all gone, Peter DeVere
walked through the building, the thoughts chas-

white-gray ashes.
“Well, Peter DeVere, School Superintendent

town is against you, and the village elders have

The walk-out? It was more like the breakup of a Sunday school picnic because of rain.
The children had been dismissed. The teachers
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Morning came with the same stale feeling
of last night’s indecision. He had been restless
all night, tossed by the feeling that he must
get up and do something about it. Now he was
up, but he felt . . . well . . . muddled. That
was as good a word as any.
“Peter!”

He started down the hall stairs in the direction of Ellen’s voice. She stood at the foot
of the bannister, waiting for him- Her thin

face was ashen. She looked at him and shook
her head.

“Come here,” And taking his hand, she led
him outside to the right wall of the house.

Flanking the double study windows were
two black crosses, almost thirty-six inches of
perpendicular, jagged brush strokes and cross-

beams. Peter DeVere knew then that they would

CR

leave. People who painted black crosses could
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not engage in a fight for principles.
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VIGNETTE

By MARY MATTINGLY

Wherever you go in this new year, may you go with fortune
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